Half a mile back from the road lay a farm-house. We
saw a familiar figure running up the cart-track. It was
Joe. We walked down to meet him. "Nice bloody war
this, leave me and Mulligan with a box of bloody 'and
grenades to carry, we got left behind, bin 'ere ever
since; we found a barrer this morning when the bloody
battle's over/'
,At the farm-house we found a good fire, before it
ham and onions were frying. Joe was a genius for
finding food; he would have discovered four-course
dinner in the desert. Firing in the village we just left,
made us bolt our food. We started back up the road,
pushing an antique barrow loaded with grenades.
"Ripe tomatoes, all fresh, all one pricel" Joe jolted
the load up the cart-track towards the road. "Christ,
look," Romilly pointed to the sky, six specks were grow-
ing larger every minute until we saw the black Nazi
Junkers; they were over the village now. Bo-oml a
cloud of smoke and dust went up, two bombs hit the
church simultaneously, its tower crashed inward. The
whole air was now throbbing with the huge planes
coming towards us.
Joe left his "tomatoes" and we fled for the road.
There was not an inch of cover near us. Above the
roar of the engines, we heard the crack of a machine-
gun. The bullets smacked all round us, raising douds
of yellow dust. At any moment we expected to be
blown sky-high by a bomb, I heard Joe yelling. An